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How ruinous Chance makes havoc of his life,
And grief is in the joys that he doth seek ;
Nor ever pauses the perpetual strife
'Twixt fear and rage ;  until beneath the sun
His perfect anguish be fulfilled and done.'	60
' 0 Death ! thou art so dark and difficult,
That never human creature might attain
By his own will to pierce thy secret sense,
Because, foreshadowing thy dread result,
He may not put his trust in heart or brain,
Nor power avails him, nor intelligence.
Behold how cruelly thou takest hence
These forms so beautiful and dignified,
And chain'st them in thy shadow chill and dense,
And forcest them in narrow graves to hide ;	70
With pitiless hate subduing still to thee
The strength of man and woman's delicacy.'
4 Not for thy fear the less I come at last.
For this thy tremor, for thy painful sweat.
Take therefore thought to leave (for lo ! I call)
Kinsfolk and comrades, all thou didst hold fast,—
Thy father and thy mother,—to forget
All these thy brethren, sisters, children, all.
Cast sight and hearing from thee ; let hope fall;
Leave every sense and thy whole intellect,	80
These things wherein thy life made festival :
For I have wrought thee to such strange effect
That thou hast no more power to dwell with these-
As living man.   Let pass thy soul in peace '
Yea, Lord.   0 thou, the Builder of the spheres,
Who, making me, didst shape me, of thy grace,
In thine own image and high counterpart;
Do thou subdue my spirit, long perverse,
To weep within thy will a certain space,
Ere yet thy thunder come to rive my heart.	90
Set in my hand some sign of what thou art,
Lord God, and suffer me to seek out Christ,—

